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‘“The Red Circle,” repeated Borden dully. |
“It Is sotill there, on my hand, always
there. And It has marked one member
in every generation of my family, The
person marked by it has always been a {
The ‘Decoration of the Curse
of Heaven,' I have heard it called!” : 1 ]

criminal.

Novslized From the Pathe Phote Play of the S8ame Name by Will M. Rischay.
(Cogorais, WIS, by Albert Paysou Terbuse |
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CHAPTER II.
“Pity the Poor!"

A

FOX, living in a forest full of mbbits, la Hkely to grow fat, George
Grant dweit in & community of human robbits, men who needed
money and nesded 1t so badly that they wers ready to pay any

price to get it Grant 414 not grow fat on thedr needs. But his

bank account did.

When & man must have money he s willing to pay high to get it And
hondreds of men had for yearm been paying George Grant an unbellevably
hig rats of interest on the cash they borrowsd from him.

He waa the city’s mst prosperous loan broker, which meant hs was also
the aity’'s most heartioss loan shari. His oMoes were forever crowded with
neady ollents. His big deak waa full of tabulated pigeonholss. And every
plgeonhols was stacked with a pltecus army of promissory notes, of mort-
gages, of slght drafts and dmilar sorry doouments,

In that desk Iay the material to
ruln dosens of unlucky men; men who
in an evil hour had put themssives in
Gearge Orant's cluiches. Hera were
dsbt records that aspelled foanclal
shipwreck. More than one plous
dablor used to pray that Grant's ofMue
and Orant’s desk might somae nlght be
destroyed by fire; to wips oul Luoas
recorda and set tha loan shark's vio-
tima free. And atl last, In 0dd fashion,
the prayers were answerod,

One day—it was the same that Max
T.amar caught his festing c!n« of
the Red Circle on a womaun's white
hand, os a closed automobile whiszed
st him= George Grant ot up from
this tamous denk {n his private olhice
wiretched bhis lean arms lasily an
went into the adjulning room, where
stood his capacious steel vault. He
wanted a record that was filed in this
vault. And, instead of sending u clerk
for it=—it woa a dac!;iedlr private pa-
per—he want himself. .

Entering the vault and awitching on
the slectric light, he began to search
through tho tiers of compartmenis
nlong the rear wall. The puper ha
wanted was not easy to find; and hia
searoh continued for several minutes,

At last he discoversd what he
pought, Consulting the document, ha
made one or two notes from it on the
back of an envelope; then awitched

off the light and turned ta leave tha
yinulits
Locked In! .

th hins from

But, lustead of the sunai.n o1

the office beyond, he faced blaek dark-
ress. The vault door had been ahut.
Bo ellently had it cloaed that, en-
grossed i his search, he had pot ob-
served It was no longer open,

Grant pushed against the sty al .‘I.uurl
It 414 not yitld to the presasurs.

had been ahut tight. The lock had
been eprung.  And it could n-'ull.hn
opaned apaln excs pt from the outalde,

long and lrldly 'l;h;u.
brows contracting, he pausad for
::l'nomenl in perplexity.  The door
waa heavy, It alwiys required more
or lesas offort 1o open or l-lm-"‘ 'Il'l-
Therafore, it had not now bean blown
shut by the wind or swung shut from
N balanced hinges, A hum.-:n L::mu.l
nad closed and locked [t Whyt
Grant did not believe any one in his
nmpioy would dare play o trick nif:
nim, for all his underpald office atul
held him In eringing fear. Parhaps
some clerk, passing by and seeing Lthe
door open, had supposed the wvault
was smpty and had pushed the steel
yrtal into pinow
l'\‘(]r-ant drew in A deap breath _uld
shouted at the top of hia lungs. The
wvault resounded deafeningly to his
beilow. Hut the thick walls absorbed
the sound. With his Nats ha beat upon
the door until his knuckles bled, No

Grant swore

"{’\I'fthln a few yards of him his em-
ployees were al work. Yet he, their
averlord, scemed In danger of amothe-
ering, because he could not make hia
orisa or his blows reach thalr ears,
A ool sweat of terror broke out all
over thls man who mo long had made
bettvr men sweat at his orders,
Turning back Into the vault and
switohing on the Ilght onoce more, he
pulled out a stesl cashbox from Its
sompartment and, using it as a blud-
geon, began to hammer with deaper-
hin i'orcu on the unylelding door,
ynctuating his blowa with whouts
it!:::"m interminable time a clerk
—John Saals by name-— who chanced
to pass through the adjoining room,
¢loss to the vault, heard a muffed
tapping and paused to Investigate.
The tapping seemed to come from the
tar slde of the sten] door. Sanls was
curlous, and decldsd to Investigata.
He called the cashler, who alone qt
ihe employees knew the vault's
combination. The whole office force
sathered inquisitively around the
cashier as he unlocked and threw
apen the deor. Cut reelod  Grant,
more dead than alive, his lunk face
sireaked with perspiration, bls eyes
bulging with terror
"'f\’h‘-.u did  that?™ he  sputtered,
hoarstiy, ""What foul shiut that door on
me? BSpeak up, or 1'l] tire the whole
worthless bunch. Who did 1?7
Thers was & oconfused mumbling
froen the saared cmpicyuos, Grant'a
rutlike eyes scarchcd every face He
rrad there nothing bul blank bewil.
Jermesd If somo one was acting, then
anme ond Was aoting too cleverly Lo be
Jdetected. With a snort, Grant stamped
hack to his own private office.
guill shaky in the kneea from his
seare, hie slumped Into his deak chalr,
iyt suddenly, ns if the ohalr were up-
olstered  with  hornot-atings, he
caped to his fect agalh  with a yell
at brought his employeca in the
suter ofMoes orowding wonderingly to

the door, o : :

hobblem Hin deak was always kept in
appin-ple order. Hut hia very Orst
glance now revealad that It was in &
condition that would have shamed his
most Incompetent alork

Papern were acattersd in every di-
rection: and druwers and pigeonholes
were open=—and empy! Feverishly,
Grant looked from pigeonhole o plg-
eonhola.

Every last one of them had been
ransacked; and every doowment had
been atolen from them.

“Cloaned out!"” croaked Orant, das-
eadly. “Hobbed | I've—['ve been
robibed|"™

The Robbery.

Then the numbed brain reawoke,
These atolen docimnents were the
promissory notes, the drafts, &0, that
gave him his Hmitlesas powar over an
army of debiors. Without such evi-
doence he had no legal hold over the
poor wretehies who had so long been
In his power, He could not eollect
one penny from them. That 18, not
If they should learn of hia loss,

The yell of horror had summoned
hin employees. They stlil stood crowd.
Iing the doorwany, not daring to ad-
vunce nor to ask what was the mat-
ter, yai lensely curious to know what
had bappened. At sight of their quea-
ticning faces Grant fought to gain
pome sort of contral over himself.

“Which of vou has basen in this reom
In the iast half hour?™ he asked, as
unconcernadiy as he could force his
dry throat to volee the query.

For n moment no one answersl,
Then Ruals timidly voluntesarsd:

“I woas in thers, plr, about twenty
minutes ago, Maybe twenty-five min-
utes or"
N “What in binzes wers you doing In

ere ™

“1 Just steppred inmide the door,
mir," quavered Baala, "to ahow in the
lady*

“The lady T anapped Grant, *What
ray?™

"Why, why, the lady who had the
anppointment with you. air. Bhe sald
she’'d met you in the hail and you'd
1ol her to walt In your own office,
Hhin"

*l haven't met any womnn in ths
hall” dented Grant, “and [ didn't tell
any one ta walt hers for me, \What
was her name?"

"Sho—ahe didn't say, air.
posrd™
“Young or old? deghnnded Grant,

"I—I don't know, alr, Bha"—

*You wall-ayed idiot!™ roared
Grant, "' ye mean to tell me you
haven't sanses ennugh to know whath-
er A woman s young or ald?™

“Not when she's all awathsd up in
a heavy black yell, 1ike that lady, wir"
anawered Saals, “and with a big,
looss, black coat that hides her fig-
ure.”

"A welled woman—in my
offlca?
she ™

“1 don't knnw, sir.

“I aeen ber, Mr. Grant,'” shrillead
the office boy. *I didn't ace her come
in. But 1 seen her go out, ‘Hout five
minutes ago, It was. She had a bunch
of papers she was carrvin'. They
were strapped togethsar with one of
them long rubber bands, llke you
keep on your deak. [ thought may-
be ahe' —

Grant walted to hsar mo more,
Bnatching his hat be sprintad for the
ntreet,

Ha had ljeft his nutomoblle at thes
curb In front of his office, Followed
by Eaals, ha now ran across the side-
walk to Ning himsell into the oar's
depitha. The order, “To pollee head-
quarters! Rush!" which bhe Intended
to shout te his chauffeur, was trems-
bling on his thin Hps. But the order
wns not to be glven.

rivats
Where did she go? Whers Ia

I dldn't™——

Half way acroes tha pavemant
Grant balted, mouth ajar. The car
was not thers. Nelther was the

chaufMeur

George Orant turnad In rage upon
tha bullding’'s apacial pollceman who
wis standing In front of the en-
tranoe.

“Maka!™ ha demanded, “where In
blages 18 my ear? 1 told Garvies to

stay here tii1 1 came out, DIAd you
mova him on?*

“Ma?" snld the pallcemnan, ‘No,
indeed. Bome one else did. though,

'Bout five minutes back. A woman'—
“A woman?"
“In a long black coat and a black

vell."

“The—~the Vellad Woman!" bab-
bled Grant, nehast,
m:'vu' Velled woman, all right.
The ' e——

"And you mean to tall ma she mada
Carvies take her away In my cor?
How'd sha do 1t

“T don't know, First T notlcad shn
Was fust finishing spealking to him
and he held apen tha door for her to
gt aboard. Then they atarted off "

Orant @44 not wait to hear tho end

the acocount. He summoned a pase-

tas) and Eanbled sl

had been close friends. So W waa
with a nod of real weloome and a
Jolly word of greeting that he halled
Max an the latter onme sxoltedly into
hia office at about the time rgo
Grant was the taxicab,

“What's up, Max?" naked the ohief,
noting his friend's unwonted
and perturbation. “S8ome one been In-
sulting you axiin by oalling you a
det:co:;q Instead of & orime special-
Lt N

The Circle Again.

“Everything's up,” put
“The Hed Curole, among other th %

“I'nn Hed Clrola?' echosd Allen.
“Why, man, the Red Cireie's wiped
off the books, for kesps."

"Not is’ It 'was,” [Us back again.”

“What are you talking about? *‘Cir-
ele' Jun Borden's dead. 8o s his son.
Who slse s left”

“A woman.”

“A woman? What woman ™

“1 don's know."

“Jim left no daughter, Hia wile
dled, yoars ago. You're dreaming.
You've workel on this ‘Red Clrale’
gamo 8o long, you're daffy over IL"

“Am 17 retorted Lamar. "It my
daMoess turns W rank (diccy, maybe
1 can nunu_tl{. a8 a4 centrad office
BguiLre-toe, n minutes 1 saw
the Hed Clrole. Baw it aa sl
#o8 yoU. A Woman was situing in a
Wmowsioe, Her right band was reast-
m on the window An !

en off her glove. ore,
back of her hand, was the Red
Botore | could look any closer
hud speeded up and churged
sight.”

“And you let it go?” cried the chief.
1 thought you had more sense than
that, Why, even one of
‘square-loes’ that you wers just guy
ing me about would have follo
till he found out who owned "

* anaweorad Lamar,

in Lamar,

:

&

i

-

an | was on fool and as the oar was
doing an easy thirty miles an hour,
and as there wasn't & tax! in sight, [
didn't ses any way of following It very
far.” )

“Get away? Not quite. 1 took it
number just as it Jdisappeared in &
litle hurricane of gasoline smoke and
yeliow dust. Let me look over your
Htnte auto-llcense numbers. We'll
canily get It that way.

“Hare you are,” sald Allen, produd-
irne the book, “What wss the num.
ber oft'——

Unceremoniously a man pushed his
way past the doorkeeper and into the
hallowed room of the chisf of police,
Allen glanced up angrily at the in-
terruption.  Then he forced a oivil
#mile to hia lips as he recogniped
tivrorge Grant—with whom he had
once had business dealings and with
whom he might at any unlucky time
Lo forced to do businesas again.

“Chief!” burst out Grant without
po much as returning the other's salu-
tation. *1've been robbed! While 1
was in my vault just now the door
wis shiut on me and a lot of notes of
peopls who ewe me money weore stolen
out of my dosk."

Lamar, to whom tales of robbery
were an old story, moved baek to the
window, taking the license book with

W, He wans more interested in trac-
ne the automoblle number than in
lstening to a loan shark’'s lale of woe,
firant thundared on:

“My clerk says he saw a welled
woman go into my office, She was
secn coming out again with a hand-

ful of documents bound up In a rub-
ber bamd.  And when I went down
to my cnr,'” he eéontinuad In mount-
ing excitoment, “she'd stolen that,
to And my chauffeur."

“Odh, come, come!" laughed the
chisf, “Swie your car and chauf.-
feur!"

“It's true, T want that oar traced,
Send out an alarm for It al oneoe,
please. It cont me 36,500 thres months
WEO

“What was the number? asked tha
echief, taking out u penell and draw-
fue n seeateh-pad toward him,

“The number of my car? It was
126.6804."

“I'ha deuce it was!" criad Lamar,
Aropping the lieenea book and strig
fne forward., You're sure of that?
Sura?"

A Clue at Last,

“Of ocurse I am. It's my car. Its
number s 12664, Why? Do you
koow anylblng about ity

Disregarding the question, Lamar
produced o cord and Landed It
Chisf Allen,

“That's the number 1T jotred down,”
he mwid. “The number of the car
with the Red Circle woman lo it"

126,694 read the chiel,

“What's that? What's that?* de-
maunded Grant eagerly. "“What are
you talking about, you two? Haw
did you get my licenss number on
that card "

Bruagquely bhe anatched the oard
from thie eohief, It slipped from hias
awhkward finkers as he grasped |t
wnd fell W the foor bensath the win-
dow nill

Lirant stooped to pick it up. As he
rose, hls gaze foll on the busy street
Juet outside, with Its hurrying trat-
lic on sidewalk and asphalt. At thoe
same moment & big automoblle wrig-
Eled out of a vebicle Jam and fashod
past the window. Cirant gave one in-
credulouns Jook, then bawled:

“There's my oar! There it 4, now!
Bea T

The two others aprang to his slds,
Just In time 1o se6 Lhe number at the
back of the fast-receding automoblls,

Come on!" exclaimed the chief as he
baolted from Lhe room with Lamear atd
Grant al his heels,

Al the outer antrance of pollce head.
quarters 4 motor cycle policoman waa

dismuounting

“"Foilow that car!* ordered the chile’.
"That limousine there. The number's
126,604, Get It, Arrost the chauffeur
and hold the car tiil we get there.

Don't et any one gut out of I,

His foad lostructions woere falrly
ecroamod, for the Nest motorcycle
was already under way. Io the alley
Al Lhe alde of palice QuUArters &
departmanial automoblles was lull.h:!..
The chlef gave a awift command to |
drowsing chauffeur, then jumped Into
tho tonnesu, Lamar and Graat pling
in nfter him.

Off whizzed the car in the waks of
the motorcyele, which was with difr
fleulty keaping on the track of the
stolan limousings. The limousine's oo-
cu ta ssemed to know they were

o e big machine put on

A mew burst of speed that onrvied 1t
along in a cloud of He own dust and
sent It corners on two wheals

"Of oourss they know we're after
‘em,' sald the chisf, In asawer to a
query from Grant. "Why shouldn’t
they? People that steal & car are
surs to keep a good lookout bshind,
And whem they mee a cycls cop and a
departmental auto coming after ‘em,
they know it'as a case of speed up or
be nehed, It's even money some
Ll ¢ man wiil stop ‘em In short or-

baste der if they keop up that pace through

busy streets.'

As If the sams thonght had ococurred
to the runaways, the car swung peril.
ously around another coroer and
down a residential boulavard,

Motorcycle and departmeantal oar
followed. Twenty scconds later they
bad come 1o a Jarring standastill along-
side the automobile they sought Jt
wias standing near the entrance of a
small park. The chauffeur waas In his
seat, unconcerned, as though Iin front
of his own employer’as door,

Lamar and the ehief tumbiesd out of
their ear before It had fairly stopped;
and they ran a! top apeed toward the
captured |imousine, One on ench sids,
they jerked open the Hmousine's
doors, Kach encountersd the other's
foce pesring in at the opposite doora

The tonneau of the limousine was

empty!

Grant was daneing n fury and
shaking his fist at his mildly swur-
prined chauffeur,

"What '1\3" mean by T he
ahrieked. “What'n blases 4'ye mean
by I! Oarvice?™

“AMean by what?' stammered the
chauffeur,

"Running off this way with my ear,
You're"——

T didn‘t,” stoutly denied Garvice
*You snid to”

*I sald to? T mald toT Are pyou

A Mystery
Romance
of Heredity

olipped out of the shapelesaly em-
vmubcn coat, The coat was
u white satin. The woman's
dress also was snow white. With
quick akill she proceeded Lo fold the
coal inside out In such way that no
portlon of the Llack was visible. Then
whe draped |t carelossly over her
white-slooved arm. To all intents ahe
might morely have been carrying a
white summoer wrap that the warmib
of the day rendersd needian,

Ralsing both hands to bher head, she
undid the thick hiack weil, took it off,
rolled It Into & ball and tossed it into
the bushes.

The Veiled Woman.

A blagk ciad woman, shrouded in
an impenatrable vell, hand snteresd the
thicket. Loss than a minute later a
girl in white dress and whita toque
and ecarrying on her arm & whita
wrap emerged upon  the further
path, and saantered In  ledsurely
fashion townrd the park's opposite
entrance.

Onoe she glanced nervously at the
back of her right hand, Lot at once
her frown of apprebsnsion cleared
away. The Hed Circle had agnin be-
come Invinible,

Lamar, hastening along the path,
with Grant and the chisf, saw =a
beautiful girl, all in whits, coming
toward him around a bend In the
wilk. At a giance he recognized her
And, for the Inatant, his quest was
whally forgotten in the queer little
thrill that aeemed to run through his
body and W centre constrictingly
about his heart. He left the othors
to follow nas they might, and he
preassed forward alons to great her

“Miss Travisl® he axclahmed, claap-
ing the white hand ahe beld out to
him. *“This s good luck! 1 dldn't

By Albert Payson Terhune
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jllnnﬂ!) JOHN L. PETERSON,
une Travia's rifled the
shoaf, Mowt of the papers were of
much the same nature as was the
first, and for n.rz! sutus, At exor-
bitant interost saoh document wis
mute withess to A tals of poverty and
of the grecdy advantnges Grant had
taken of such poverty.

Evidence Burned.

Gathering up the papers, June went
into her siiting room, piaced a chalr
in fronl of a typewriier and began to
tap away at the keys. For a full
hour she wrote—a bare half-dosen
lines  on oach shest—addressing an
suvelops for each.

This task Anished, she stacked the
Hitle plle of letters, ready for matling.
Withou! wiiting to put on her hat abhe
rapg downsinirs and oul of the house
by & rear door to a nearby mail box.
In thin she posted ber stack of lettera
and made her way back Lo hor sitiing
room  unnotioed, After whiceh wshe
once more pleked up the documents
atolen from Ueorge Grant's deak,
cerumpled them into n ball, sel o mateh
to them, held them untll they wora
abloge and tossed Lhem into the fire-
plaoce,

“hore goes & shoaf of heart achen"
she mighed “Oh, f only wll poverty
could boe destroyed as easily!™

- L] L] - L] -

Mary, June's nurse, wWas more &
mamber of the Travie family than a
pervant, She had llved with Mrs,
Travia #nce long before June was
born; she had comforted the mricken
wife when her hushand died; ahe had
tovad June from the duy of the win-
some girl’s birth,

It sarly vears it was Mary who had
stood betweon June and avery punishe.
ment; In laler days the nnrse was
aven more closely her confidants than
was Mra. Travia hersslf,

b L
BN SR
\ Tl

¢ernzy or only erngy drunk? What
d'ye moan by paying'——
The chinuffour had besn fumbling in

hin pockel, Now he produced a ocard
and sullenly banded it to his em-
ployer,
A Forged Order.

“There'a your own orders,” he
growled.

Lamar, glancing over Grant's shoul«
der, suw tho card was George Grant's
own; and that on It, above the name,
wis serawled In pencll:

0. K. Take bearer where she
wishes.

“Well, 1'll be—I"l be"— sputtered
the bewlldered Grant

But his expletive was drowned in a
shout of involuntary laughter from

ar,

“A  forgery, 1 supposs,” chuckled
Max. *“But you ¢an hardly blame the
faliow;"” then sharply te the scowling
Garvies: “Where Ils she? What be-
cama of her?™

“Sald she was goin® for a stroll In
the park there,” grunted ths chanf-
feur. “Told me to walt, Firat made
me hit a4 Hrty-mile clip, an’ then talls
me to walt while ahe loafs around a
measly park. Funny business, I call

it

"Which way did abhe got pereistad
Lamar,

“Down that path to the left. Funny

buniness, 1 call 1t, to''—
Lamar had alrsady started in the
direction the chauffeur pointed out;

and the chlef and Grant ranged along-
wldo of him ns he strode along,

“"Wa'll look down this puth to the
suggested the chief. *"And then
o1l meparatn wnd quarter the whole
park for her. If she's stlll In here
anywhoers wa ought to ind her. The
place lsn't much more than an acre
or a0, If it wasn't for all these
shirubs we could see her In three sec-
unids, Hurry! She may have left the
purk at the far slde”

But the velled woman in black had
not left the park. Hhe had merely
left the park path and had erept Into
the shrubhbery.,

Bhe sped along ke & black wralth,
nolnelesa, turtlve, uncanny, Once she
ralsed ber right hand to part soma
bushes that harred her way. The
hand was smadl, whits, Infinitely
graceful In egntour, But on Ita back
throbbed an angry cerimson soAr, out-
lned Itke un ireegular ring.

Through the high bushes she crept,
and Into a Yny glade hemmed In by
shrubbery. There she halted. Deftly

THE VEILED WOMAN HAS LOCKED @RANT

I~

know this park was a favorite walk
of yours'

‘“‘Oh, but 1t is* laughed Juns, *'1
love {1, It's xo quiet and pratty DDut
I didn't expect to find & busy deteoc-
tive wandering dreamily about In It
1 thought detectives were always" ———

“Critay speclalist, pleass, Miss Tra-
vin Interrunted Lamar, “That s,
If you don’t mind. It you know how
I hate that word ‘detective!” "—

She became awara of his compan-
fons, who stood & pace or two dis-
tant, fuming at the delay.

“l won't detaln you, Mr. Crime
Specialist,” she sald, rwavly adding,
as she moved away: “Hut, don't for-
got, you promined to call and tell me
about your work."

M4 you aupposs I oould forget
1t be made wnawer, “And—may I
oall to-morrow afternoon? Are you

going to be at home?"

“Why, yes. PFPloase oome then.
Goodby"

She walked on, leaving Lamar

staring after her with & look In hia
eyes that no other woman In all his
thirty busy years had been abls to
evoke,

*It you're quite through with your
pink tea,” ventured the chief, “sup-
pose we o onl I only hope we
baven't spent so much tims goosn.
eylng a girl in white that we'll be
tas  Iate to cateh the woman In
black,"

It you eams out here to cut so-
eloty ecapers, Mr. Lamar, addeld
firmnt, acidly, an they reaumed tholr
pursult, “Chinf Allen and I  eonld
have gotten on faster without you "

Lamar heard not & word that glther
of them anld. Hlis braln was awhir]
He was suying foolishly over and
over to hlmnelf:

*To-morrow aftarnoon!
afternoon I'L mes harl®

Whan Juns reachad hier own home
her mother and Mary (her old nurse)
were on the veranda Sbha hurried
past them with soarce a word and
wont atralght to her own rom. There,
from the front of her dress, sin drow
out & sheal of papars faslened with
A rubber band. The uppermost paper
of the packages was an oficlal forin,
flled in with Ink. It read

June 12, 1915,

Boven daya from date, or June 19,
| promise to pay George Grant ten
dallars ($10), as first instalment on
my lean of one hundred dollars (§100),
plus interest at the rate of 10 per
cent a weoek. Teotal payment due, $20.

To-morrow
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HIS QwMN VAULT

When Juns had come that day and,
pansing Mary aod Mrs, Travis on the
voeranda, had gone te her room, Mury's
Wnxivue eyes bhad read the girl's faoce
wind had seen trouble lurking thors,

The nurse had sald nothlog, but,
later, when June did nol reappear,
whe followed her upsnire. Boftly she
tried the door of the giri's sitting
room. It was locked, Mary beut down
Lo ses, through the keyhole, If June
wore atill in the room. She had bhad
o brief gllmpse of her kneeling at the
fireplnce watohing some papers burn,
Wondering, yet not quite daring to
Intrude, the old woman bhad Uptoed
nway,

Hut early next morning, while she
was pulting the witting room to
rights, Mary chanced Lo see half a
charred plece of paper lylng on the
hearth. Bha picked It up, On the un-
burned hoalf of the paper ahe read:

Beven days from date, er—te r-r
George Grant ten—third instaiment on
my loan of fifty—plus intersst at the
rate—per weok, otal payment dus
§$15—8igned Joa, Bro

Mary puszied over the fragment in
stark perplexity, To her It meant
nothing. And she could nol under-
stand how her darling should have
liwppened to possess such a thing or
why ahe had teied o burn It But as
she placed the morning newspapsr on
the tabla for June a fow minuteas
liutnr the old woman's gaze fall on
these mtaring hoadlines:

VEILED WOMAN [N BLACK
ROBS LOAN BROKER GRANT,
Notes of Clients, Owing Maoney, Are

Missing—Thief “Berrews” Via-

tim's Aute and Escapes.

Mary let the newspaper fall to the

floor from her tnert hand, Agaln ahe
vxamined the charred note, And now
she kpew what It was,

. . . . . . .

Mr Oearge Crant had come lata to
his office that morning, He was In
tha mort of humor that makes a pol.
ponoun annhe bite 1taslf and dia

Thers wis but one Kleam of comfust

tn (irant's sour heart thisn bright
mornlng And that was his bellat
thut the men whose names wers
plened to the missing dovuments
would nat know of tha thert, Ha
feurad that they would go on, as
w the hard-wrung (nstal

usiial, payir
LTS T held notes ignorant that
thass notes wera no longsr In oxist-
et and that the debtors themasives
werea now legally fres from their
tyrant.

The Dupes Win,

Trus, the morning newspapers had
told of the theft. But Grant was osr-
tuln he could bluff esch debtor into
thinking his own particular note wes
not among thoss stolan,

The task of bluMng thess poor de-
Ingquents promised to ba absurdly
many. It would be & refreshing hit of
mental stimulant—after the smash
ing losses of the past twanly-four
hours—to bully Into subjection any
of his bondslaves who might dase to
preoums o0 Lhe robbarg,

— -
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And presently, as he sat morbidly
gloating over wsuch seenss, Graot's
first opportunity came. A NRiue Was
brought In to him. Joseph Brown bhad
called, begring for & word alone with
him. Graot smided bhappily. Hrown
was & day laborer to whom he had
lant money when the borrower was
out of work and had a sick child.

"“T'all bl o come e, sald Grant,
Einalully, an the oaller was announesd,

Ho sottled back In his desk-cbalr,
pisnsantly anticipating the fun of
browbesting the man Into submis-
slon, Hrown came into the Iinner
office, clad in hia working elothes
Genorally on such visits he paused
at the threshold and meskiy walted
his master's leave to advance toward
tha desk.

Hut to-day he walked confidently up
to Grant, his tanned face one brosd
Rrin. Without troubling to say “Good
tnorning’’ he handed Urant a folded
lotter en:

"That's all,"™ he remarksd, “Pyes-
bye, you sllmy old money-splier., I'm
out of your dirty nst—for Keepn.™

He turned and swaggored out of the
room before the astounded Grant
Could »o muoh as swear at him. The
loin broker Jumped to his feet to fols
low naod hale him back. 1ut as he
satarted for the door his angry glance
fall an tha folded letter Brown had
hunded bim. He opened and rend it.
Then he sat down, very hard, and
read It all over agnin—ehoking and
gurgling lu helpless wrath, The letter
was typowritten and very brief. It
ran

Mr. Joneph Broawni The notes which
you gave George Grant for a lean at
outrageous interest rates have been
destroyed. Therefore, your debt is
oancelled,

One Whe Pitles the Poer.

Grant was atlll raging, wordlessly,
when Saals came In lo AnNNoOuBos one
John Petorson, an elderly, -
shouldered man, who entered on Lhe
heels of his anpouncer.

“Mr. Grant,” sald the old man, of-
fering the loan broker a letter, "this
came by the morning mall, | thought
It waa only falr to show It 1o you ™

Urant, hin ayes blurred with fury,
wan buraly able to note that this let-
ter was a typewritten duplicate of
Brawn's,

“It'e—4t's & Me!™ ha stormed. “A
trick! 1 have your notes safe In my
denlt hers ™

“YosT" politely meturned Peterson.
“Then perhaps you would not mind
showing them to ma?™

“You'll sea them in court, faat
enouh,” raged Girant, “If you to
waloh on your debt to me." e

“I will take that chanece, Mr,
Grant” replied the old man, turning
to g0, "1 belleve this lotter s gonuine.
May God, In Hia Inflnite mercy, bless

yor wrots jtt*

“"You crook!” snapped Grant, *“are
you dishonest snough to take advan-
Lage of an accldent like this, to dodge
paymant on your just debis?”

“Not on my just detits, Mr. Grant,”
was the quiet answer. "l have alwayas
tried %o pay thoms, Mut [ shall osr-
tainly take advantage of this means
to sacaps your trap. I have already
pald my dabt to you, threa thmes over,
in lnterest. Good day."

“Mr. Grant,” sald tha clerk, “there's
maven or elght more peoplo in the out-
ar office, singing and laughing and
ralsing Cain; all of them with type-
written detters Crom”

"Kick thetn out!™ howled Qrant,
Jumming hia high hat on his head and
starting for the slevator: “kick tham
out! The miserable swindlers!"

In Ave minutes he was bustling into
a downtown oMos whose outer door-
lase bBore the legend:

“Max Lamar, Crime Bpecialist”™

“Mr, Lasmar bogan Grant as soon
as he could get hils breath, “that
velled woman has clinched her theft
by thla—and this"—slamming the
Rrown and FPeterson letters on the
deak In front of Max—"and by a lot
more of the same kind., Get her for
me. Get her. To Llazes with the ex-
pensel Gt her!"™

- - L

L] . - -

June Travis emeargsd from her hed.
room, heavy eyed from sleeplessnens,
and, In pretty negligee, entered her
sltting room, Miry was staoding
thers, awnliing her,

“*Why, Mary!" eried the gifl, "what
s 117 What's the matter? Is
mother’———

Mary Suapects.

Mary eut short the queriea by
thrusting forward the charred prom-

meory note.
“This s the matter™ she asald,
mimly. “"Dears, you must tell me

what 1t meana™

June stifiad a little ory of fear;
then impulsively anatoched the burned
papar froin the nurse's hand and
muda as though to hide I, Mary
laid her hands on the girl's quivering
ahouldera and loaked deep inte her
blg, heartsick eyves,

"Tull s dearis,” murmurad the old

woman. “Tel me all about It. You
aro unhappyv knd you've gotten into
tdsohitef, Tell Mary, lHttle gicl*

The snatched bit of paper Outtersd
unhiesded from June's hand, Under
the nurae’'s lendornmss har own Wrou-
bled heart crléd out for & chance Lo
confide in this wantls ld wornnn, this
lfe -long sharer of all her acoreia

Il don't know whers to bogin,'
she faltersd. “It's all so strangs, so
horrible. 1 don't sven understand it
myself. And—wnd-—oh, | know you'll
hate me'"

“"Hate you? schosd Mary, her volce

vibrant with gentle reproach, *“Hate
you, baby? Whay, | couldn't bate
you any more'n [ could hate one of
the bleascd anints. 1 want to help

yoil. And | can't help you uniess 1
know, Toll tne all about It, Nobody's
FoldlE to scold Mary's 1ittls girl.”
The yours hag alipped away, Onea
mors the growf woman was & penl-

tent lttie child st the knee of the
nurse who ollssd ber and whose
chisf Joy In !ife was to soothe awny
the Hitls ona's woes June felt this

ptrangely sweol Infuence of the pro-
tactiine lavn And it wios llke balin to
her wrocked spirit “hé knew now
that she could tell her story tu this
woman who undoratood—who alwuye

understood, And
ber confeanion,

“1 think I've gone mad,” sald June,
“1 can't understand 1L sny ulbher way
1 can't mcooumnt, any other way, for
the fenrful power that hes taken bold
of we, from Ume to time, this past
day or two. I don't understand my-

Lravely she bogan

self., 1 oan't believe It's really | who
Aam awayed by thiase horribls Im-
{ ai, [f=1f wa lived In viden times,
Mary, I'd ho tiy bolieve | was a
vivddm of witclicralt or—-or ‘posseassd

of a devil, like peuple In Bible daya,
A demon soems to have entered Into

me—-to make me want te do (uinge
5 sowy

Arcamed of delng o lom

days ago. ‘lw'n—nu‘u sure you
won't hate me If 1 you™

A resssuring preasure of the
that held her so clossly waa the
reply June received—or deaired. The .
girl alippsd to the fMoor and,
there, her face agalnst Mwm
sl told her story.

“Tt bogun jJust the other day.” dhe
whiaparad. “All In a flash. You se-
member, |1 told you about my golog
h{ the prison with mother the day
Cirele' Jun Borden was released—
and the way he repulsed me when I

llm'ha Ito;um'l:‘

“Yoan! Yen!" amsented M her
lined face paling &nd AR WBACGOURt:
able abudder convulsing her slender
old body. "I remember,”

“Why do you quiver Nke
Mary?™ asked the girl. “And when I
first told you about mesting Borden
At the prison your face went ghastly.
I asksd you why, and you wouldn't
tell me. DId you ever know Jim

O M
No, Indesd!™ disclaimsd tha

“"Nol
nuras,  "“Of bourss, I didn't. What &

foolleh idea!’
"Then why™
"Oh, T don't know, dsaris. Perhaps

bacuuse 1 hate to think of folks being

;pm to“jlll miw he was Go on with
our A want

-'*;gt “_e_»_ry te know all
"Well," resumasd Juns, *

hours aftar [ (aft the pﬂm :Ilul'l

once 1 had the strangsst sensation.

It seamed to start in my brain and

Ko nll over ma. It was as If some-

thing had snapped In m
can’'t explaln it. And lho,um'ml -
::;l‘::!u; t;n::ln rurging through my
- t ik .
"{mrlal" & a criminal!
"I Al T felt as & criminal mmst
feal 1 felt o craving to commit

erims: a love for Ita perils, a hideous
erafty wit at ascap!
iy By K A |;'ng tho_l.n_-‘l pun.
The Call of Crimae.

“Littls girl! Little giri?® soathed
Mary, an a #ob choked June's hushed
volce, “That's nothing. [It's just bad
narves, mowt likely. [Instead of golng
to dances and all such gay doings, the
WAY other pretty wirla t'I: you've hean
Apending too much time visiting
folks and reading those nasty
reporta and heiping Jall birds and
much like, It's gotten on your mind
il you're all run down; and you
begun to feel ithe a criminal your-
solf, It the same way with me. ev-
ary time | read a patent medicine ad-
vertisemant; | begin thinking I've got
all the symptoms the advertisement
talls about, la.ud yot all the time I'm
no more an Invalld that 'W
you'rs & eriminalt” e

;l Aam a e;lnuull"

une spoke the words ve
and with no trace of nmuo:.’ :&h&
Awest voice was dead, and In her
dark eyes was an utter hdpeless
ll:“u wrung Mary's soft old bhaart

“A criminal!” repeated the n
fine scorn. “You?l You're on.-ﬁf-t‘::
sult of the earth, Baby, That's what
you are. Your soul's white enough to
ntand before the Judgment seat
yery minute. You shan't
things about Mary's baby ﬂrﬂt'?:l';
wloug of spending your time working
over the poor and at jalls and——"

“It'e trus,” persist June, miser.
;ta!{.h b | In;n a eriminal,  ldsten; |

I ear rom so man poor
nbout George Grant nm; the w:.y”b‘:
bled them, that | had alweys hated
the man. I had longed w rescue i
of his miserable victims—the
he kept poor by wringing outmgeons
Interest money., Bul [ never had
:I’m:l‘!rl'lt it would be In my powar to
0 -

Mary's ayes strayed unconscious!
to the newspapar as It lay -prlwlog
on the floor—-the newspaper on whoso
front page was blasoned the -ln? af
the lean shark's robbery. une
went on:

“Then, In & moment, when this
quesr criminal tmpulse at &d mo,
I saw how I could pun Onr?
firant and fres some of his Mlaves. [t
came 1o me as an inspiration. [ put
oft my black motor coat—thes white-
linsd ona there in the closst—and o
black well. | went to bis ofMes and
managed (o get in. He was in the vault,
I shut the vault door. Then | rum-
maged through his desk; got all the
notes | couild lay my hands on aad
oame away.'

“Oh!" guaped Mary,

“Then,” pursued June, “the
mrangs impulse made me
one of his cards on the desk an
to his chauffeur. | mads bhim take
away in Mr. Grant's car, | knew
went on foot 1 ml?l be traced ™

“Oh, my dear! y doar!™
the horrifisd old woman. “And yom
did all this? You, the aweet, honest
little mirl I"'—

Con/ession !

“Yeu," sobbed Juns, “lan't it Hor-
ribia? | oan't understand it any mors
than you chi, bow Lhat the mania
has left me It Is a8 though some
stranger bad done (t. | can't realiss
it was L Why, I stols, I led, I
forged—I, June Travis, who bave Al-
wiyn been so Iotolerant when |
of other people belng tempted o
such things I Tell me what
ain | W dot

Heor volce broke in a waldl Bhe
sobbed uncontrollably on her nurse's
breast. The old woman, dumfounded,
griet-stricken, sought nevertheleas to
calm her as best she could.

“Wae must never tell anyons™ de-
creed Mary ot last. “Not a soul on
varth, We must keep (L & secTel,
Letwean ua twa, I'd glve my
dearis, pooner than let any hamnm come
to you. And it shan't, Mary'il -
tect her little girk But if other
abould sus POl ——

“And,” broke In Juna, *1 havem't
told you the worst part of It, -

“ls—Is thers more ™ quiv !.l
“On, dun't say there's worss yet!

“There i8" June returned. “That
day-thut day when | felt something
anap in my soul, | felt & burning sen-
sution on the back ?r my rght hand
1 looked and—oh, {t has come
gona, there, off and on, ever sinos:
fa llke mome hideous birthmark. It
{an'y there this morning, but"—

She looked a4t the buck of her hand,
as she spoke, and oried aloud o sud~
den desapatr,

“It'e thore again!™ ghe wept., “"Ses?
;\n*l | had heped 1t had gone away
erever®

Bhe held up her right hand, On
smowy surface glowad a ortmson
Ike an evil star, At sight of it,
sprang 10 her feet in mortal

“The Red Clrele!™ babhled old
wuinan, her vales hoarse and indis-

i

1
-

tinot with horro “The Red Circle!
After ull these yeare! The Red Q-
elo!  Oh, God, . help us!  God, =
ail! The curse! The Red Clrc

(End of Becond Inetal
B

»




